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Abstract
S HE WAS actually with him! Holly King Wilson had finally consented to let him walk her
home from school. Pete swaggered a little more than usual. His body seemed to desire to express
the joy of this significant occasion for itself and it was all Pete could do to keep it from giving him
away and making him look like a fool..
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SHE WAS actually with him! Holly King Wilson had finally consented to let him walk her home from school. 
Pete swaggered a little more than usual. His body seemed 
to desire to express the joy of this significant occasion for 
itself and it was all Pete could do to keep it from giving him 
away and making him look like a fool. He chewed his bottom 
lip to stop his mouth from cutting across his face in a childish 
grin. His arms wanted to play a game of catch with her earth 
science notebook but he held them stiffly at his sides, clench-
ing and reclenching his fists inconspicuously. He had less 
luck disciplining his legs. Although they washed to exhibit 
their talents for her by skipping him in circles around her, 
they had to be satisfied with an occasional kick at a small 
piece of debris that obstructed their glorious path. 
They walked in silence. Pete had never been alone with 
a goddess before, so partly in observence of the solemnity of 
the moment and partly in fear of a betrayal of his emotions 
by his voice, he kept still. 
She was beautiful, even more so than she had seemed 
under the harsh light of Mrs. Picken's geography classroom. 
The sun glimmered on her honey-blond hair which was 
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clipped back from her face with a mother-of-pearl barrette. 
Her eyebrows and lashes were a slightly deeper tone than 
her hair and were suitably delicate and fine. She had pale 
freckles covering her face, hands and even, as Pete noticed 
during a moment of bold observation, on her eyelids. 
They walked on for a few more blocks. The tension 
and strain of the silence gradually became more than Pete 
could bear. He had to say something. He couldn't let her 
think he was a deadhead, but what could he possibly say to a 
saint? He stared at her downcast face and then falteringly 
began. 
' 'Did you finish the worksheet for tomorrow in study 
hall?" 
She kept her head bowed as she fidgeted with a button 
on the bottom of her sweater. 
"Uh-huh." 
"I like to get most of my work done then. It gives me 
more time to watch T V at night." 
He paused, waiting for a response. None came. 
"I don't like geography much. Math's my favorite." 
"Are you going to the track meet Saturday afternoon?" 
Now why in the world did he say that! Now she'd think 
he wanted to take her or meet her there or walk her home or 
something and it just wasn't the time for that yet. How could 
he be such a dolt? She said nothing. The best thing to do 
under the circumstances was to change the subject. Quickly! 
"Hey! Let's stop by my house and I'll show you our new 
puppies. My dog, Ginger, just had them two weeks ago. 
They're real cute!" He looked at her hopefully. 
For the first time in what seemed like hours she glanced 
up from her fidgeting. She nodded and smiled. She smiled at 
him! 
A renewed confidence took possession of the boy and his 
legs and mouth began to get unruly again. He didn't fight 
them as much as before though. She liked puppies and she 
had smiled at him! He gave a rock a swift kick that sent it 
bouncing far u p the block in front of them. 
T h e tiny wriggling balls of fur were kept in a large, 
cardboard box in the back yard. Thei r beagle mother stood 
guard over them, allowing only those who she felt had secu-
rity clearance to glance at her treasurers. Pete took one of 
the puppies from the huddled mass in the corner and handed 
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it to Holly. She caressed it for a few moments, put it back 
into the box and took out another. After each one had had 
its turn in her arms she picked up her favorite and sat on 
the grass with it resting in her lap. She again looked u p at 
Pete and smiled. 
The tension was beginning to disappear and although 
their conversation did not come forth more rapidly, there 
no longer seemed a need for talk. He was content to gaze 
on her, who, in turn, gazed on the puppy. 
"Oh!" she cried, taking the animal from the comfort of 
her lap and jumping up. 
The worst of all possible sights greeted Pete's eyes. 
There was a dark, wet spot on the lower edge of Holly's 
dress where the animal had been resting. He grabbed it from 
her, placed it back in the box, all the while fumbling in his 
back pocket for a handkerchief. Her head and eyes were 
again lowered, her face was covered with a blush which 
obliterated her freckles and she began to twist and tug at the 
bottom button on her sweater. She did not look up and 
she did not smile. 
Pete stared down at the cardboard box which contained 
the litter. The culprit was squirming its way into the warmth 
of the furry huddle. T h e sun was beginning to get exces-
sively hot, causing even the palms of his hands to perspire. 
"What'll I do?" he thought nervously. "I 'm gonna have 
to look at her sometime, but I can't. I just can't! Why did 
I ever ask her to walk home with me?" 
He closed his eyes, gritted his teeth and waited. Nothing 
happened. 
"My whole life is ruined and all because of that stupid 
dog!" 
The demon was now only partially visible, his head 
tucked into the center of the circle of dogs and his tiny body 
forming one of the spokes. 
"Maybe I can talk Mom and Dad into moving or send-
ing me away to military school or something. One thing's 
for sure! I can't ever go back to that geography class again! 
She might tell everyone! I'd never live this down!" 
A faint gasp came from Holly. 
"Oh no! Now she's crying!" 
Keeping his eyes shut he cautiously raised his head. He 
was now facing her, but he couldn't bring himself to look 
Fall, 19J0 27 
at her quite yet. 
"Are you okay, Holly?" he asked, finally opening his 
eyes. 
She was standing a few feet away, looking down at the 
grass. Her blond hair hung foreward, shielding her face from 
his view. Her shoulders shook slightly. 
"Oh, Holly! I'm so sorry!" he blurted out in agony. 
"I'll have your dress fixed. My mom will be glad to do it. 
Please . . . I 'm awful sorry. Honest." 
Holly raised her head to look at Pete, brushing the hair 
back from her forehead. There were no tears in her eyes. 
She'd been giggling! 
"It's all right, Pete," she smiled at him warmly, her 
shyness beginning to disappear. "I had a puppy once and he 
used to do things like that all the time. One time he made a 
mess on the living room rug, right in front of my dad's boss." 
Pete could feel the tension leaving his body as relief 
swept over him. She didn' t hate him! 
"You want to hold another one?" he asked moving to-
ward the box. 
"Maybe we'd better let them sleep awhile." 
She moved closer to him and they stood together, silently 
watching the puppies. 
"Would you like to come and see them again?" he asked, 
not brave enough to specify a date. 
"I 'd like that," she answered looking right into his face. 
"How about Saturday?" 
"Okay." 
He started grinning. His mouth had finally mastered 
him but somehow he didn' t seem to care. 
"I ' l l come and get you about one. If that's okay I mean." 
"Fine, I'd really like that," she agreed. 
She hadn't looked at her feet for at least five minutes. 
"Right now I'd better be going home. We eat dinner 
at 5:30." 
Pete picked u p her books from a nearby lawn chair as 
Holly reached into the box to give the pups a goodbye pat. 
She turned to Pete and giggled softly. 
"She's beautiful," he thought, "and she likes me!" 
They walked across the soft grass towards the street, 
thinking private thoughts. They smiled all the way to 
Holly's house. 
